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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE FOG GHOST 

I hear wailing. 

Great ships are sailing 

Into your arms; and nevermore 

They port on any shore. 

Ghost of the mist, 
Keep your ancient tryst! 
Back to the lone lanes of the sea 
Slip silently. 

SHADOW FACES 

An old and almost forgotten album, 
Housing faded pictures. 

Turning again its pages, 

And looking at those shadow f aces — 

Suddenly, I know, 

As if a low voice had spoken, 

That youth has departed, 

Broken-hearted. 

DESERTED 

The door is open — 
But knocks no one. 
Paths there are, 
Yet no feet run. 
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Have you forgotten — 
You, who were love's home — 
As the nest forgets, 
When the wee birds roam? 

NOVEMBER 

A thinning of lingering leaves on the boughs, 
A sudden chill on the sunny side of the house, 
And honk of wild geese overhead. 
Summer has fled. 

Her departure does not sadden me 
Beyond all recompense and utterly, 
For you are here, 

My dear, my dear. 

PITY NOT 

Pity not the dead; 
They are comforted. 

Should they wake not, 
All is forgot. 

If they rise again, 
Love folds them then. 
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